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THE ALDINE. 



note to relieve the anxiety of the waiting ones there. 
Mrs. Snow soon left them ; and when her husband 
at last went to his room, he found Mabel fast locked 
in her mother's arms, and both sleeping peacefully. 

Not a lonely Christmas did Harry Burns spend, 
after all. Early the next morning he gave Mrs. Jones 
a purse, and started her out on a round of charity. 
Then, carrying his "waif," he followed Mr. and Mrs. 
Snow into the carriage and drove to their home. 



her Uncle Harry that she wanted to play fairy-god- 
mother again, especially to see "Boots ' tumble in 
his approved monkey- fashion. 

Several years have passed, and each succeeding 
Yuletide finds the- fairy larger and prettier; and ere 
many weeks have flown, if report is to be believed, 
some one will appropriate Harry's "waif," as he ap- 
propriated his " waifs " aunt on the first anniversary 
of her discovery. — Einna Stjier?ie Jarlse7i. 



Are not their wings of glossiest sheen, 

Their faces pure and sweet, 
As heaven and earth they float between, 
And feed the leaves, the verdure green, 

The flowers that kiss our feet ? 

The cold of heart will answer — No ! 

But love will answer — Yes ! 
And feel, in evening winds that blow, 
In evening dews that fall and flow, 

The fairy-world's caress ! 




Who can describe the joy of grandma ! And a funny 
little fellow shot an arrow straight into Harry's 
heart, as pretty Aunt Lillie, offering him both hands 
in hearty thanks, almost kissed him instead of Ma- 
bel. Confused and laughing, she ran away with the 
recovered treasure, and proceeded to pet her as 
though she had been gone a year instead of a night. 
Merrily passed the hours of Christmas evening; and 
when the good-night words were being said, Aunt 
Lillie's eyes said "Come again," and Harry's said " I 
will." 

When another Christmas day had come, a merry 
party kissed a new-made bride, and little Mabel told 



THE HAPPY HOURS OF CHILDHOOD. 

THE DEWS OF EVENING. 

[Illustration of picture by John S. Davis.] 

Say, are they not immortals true 
And fairy-like, and bright — 

Whose hands drop down the silver dew, 

And thus the jaded earth renew- 
Throughout the summer night? 

On each fair forehead, gleanrng far, 

To those whose eyes can see, 
Is not there visible a star 
Whose light no lapse of years can mar, 

Though centuries long they be ? 



Happy Hours of Childhood. — Not all the hours 
of childhood are happy, any more than are all the 
hours of older life. But there are hours of happi- 
ness, nevertheless. Given, a day of freedom or tru- 
ancy, barefoot, with rolled-up trousers, sunshine, and 
some bright water in which to play and from which 
to drink at will, and what more, for the time, does 
boyhood require to be perfectly happy ? All this has 
our bright-eyed subject, who has just been filling 
himself from the grassy-edged spring, and who evi- 
dently enjoys even the falling back to their native 
element, with a musical tinkle, of the drops that have 
cooled his lips and yet escaped his palate. 




THE DEWS OF EVENING. — John S. Davis. 



